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They enter the village. Jussi's heart beats
painfully; he senses that the others are in some
way against the Tuorila family. The spirit of
the farm begins to make itself felt again; it rises
and becomes menacing, while the image of the
recent dance shrinks to insignificance, retreating
as though afraid of something. And now Jussi
realises that he has tasted ale, now that its
influence is waning. If he had the choice he
would be fast asleep in his bed after a speedy
return from his errand. The coolness of the
night, want of sleep and even hunger begin to
tell on him, and the company he is in is almost
downright inimical to the whippersnapper he is,
No more dances.

But when the company makes its way to the
row of storehouses at Tuorila, Jussi is unable to
break away, not though Manta tells him in fairly
coarse language to be off. The men tumble the
girls about, and one tries to remove the ladder
leading up to the row of little attics, in one of
which Manta sleeps, with the result that it comes
down with a crash that echoes over the whole
farm. The men scatter in all directions as the
dark form of the master appears in the bakery
doorway. He dashes out towards the store-
houses, a stout stick in his hand* Only Manta
has stood her ground; the men have escaped and
Jussi has dived under the granary. The master
calls him angrily by name, but does not deign to